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grandfather and two great-aunts."    At all events, I have consumption.
I tottered a little as I descended the stairs of the good man, who is so interested in such an original invalid. The disease can be checked if I do what is necessary; that is to say, be blistered and go South, disfigure my shoulders for a year, and exile myself.
What is a year in comparison with a whole life? and besides, my life is so beautiful!
I am very calm and I am a little astonished at being the only one who is in the secret of my misfortune. And the fortune-tellers who predicted so much happiness for me? However, the Jacob woman foretold an illness, and here it is. For her prediction to be entirely realized, there are lacking: Great success, money, marriage, and then the love of a married man. This trouble with the left lung worries me, though. Potain would never tell me that my lungs were affected; he employed the words customary in such cases, the bronchial tubes, bronchitis, etc. It is much better to know the truth, and I will do everything, except go away this year.
Next winter, I can have my picture of the " Holy Women " as an excuse for my journey. To go this winter would be only to begin over again the follies of last year. I will do everything except go South, and I will trust in the grace of God.
What made this doctor say so much is, that, since he has been attending me, my lungs have grown worse. He was treating me for my ears; I spoke to him of my lungs only by chance and in a laughing way, and then he examined me and prescribed for me (that was a month ago), insisting upon blisters. I could not bring myself, however, to agree to them, as I hoped that the disease would not advance so quickly. So, then, I am a consumptive, and have been so for the last two or three years. The disease is not enough advanced to cause my death, but it is very annoying.eat- it sometimes amuses me to give a greatse marveloushich seize me at the thought that I can not devote my attention to anything.
